XXVI.   THE BAKER'S WIFE
npo the casual tourist the family at the Bonne
Jl Bouche restaurant appeared to be a^ model of
domestic felicity. Monsieur Aristide, the patron
was a tall, shambling, middle-aged Nicois who
smiled benignly at the customers whenever he had
the opportunity to leave the bake-house and survey
the twelve ill-spaced dining tables, gay with bases
of oleander and mimosa. His wife Camille worked
hard and kept the place as clean as her own flashing
white teeth. She' was so abnormally obese that
her agility and customary sangfroid invariably
aroused one's admiration and wonderment. Her
features were well-formed and pleasing in a Semitic
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